RALPH    RASHLEIGH
surface of the stream, though so much overgrown with reeds
as to be invisible from the bank. Here the fugitives rested,
and Rashleigh, tucking himself into a fork of two limbs,
stretched his bruised and weary body and slept for some
time. His rest was broken by dreadful dreams in which he
fancied himself locked in mortal struggle with Foxley,
whom he had almost overpowered when McCoy gripped
him by the throat, and, presenting a pistol to his head,
inflicted a painful wound, the anguish of which awakened
him to find that Smith's hand actually was on his throat.
He made wild gestures, pointed to the shore and motioned
him to shift silently and cautiously to a place of more secure
concealment.
His new hiding-place was almost completely screened
from the bank, but he could himself see through the close
fence of reeds, and he saw what explained Smith's silent
urgency. There were a number of armed men quite close,
one of whom, mounted on horseback, he recognized as
McGuffin, with whom were standing Shannavan's two sons,
one of whom he heard assuring the rest of the party that he
could swear that he had glimpsed a man down there in the
reeds,
*If you think there is anyone there,' came his brother's
voice, 'let's fire a volley, and it's ten to one that one of our
bullets will tell, or at any rate make him sing out.'
This advice was evidently approved, for in a few moments
there was a discharge of fully twenty muskets, and balls
rattled close to the party of bushrangers. Foxley seemed to
have been struck, for Rashleigh saw him change colour and
sway as if about to fall from the position in which he cowered.
The leaping hope that the tyrant was dead was short-lived,
however, for the leader clenched his teeth and tightened his
grasp on the bough that upheld him.
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